JUAN: You should, be at home.
YERMA: I was delayed.
JUAN: I don't see what kept you.
YERMA: I heard the birds sing.
JUAN: That's all very well. But this is just the way to give people
something to talk about.
YERMA [strongly]: Juan, what can you be thinking?
JUAN: I don't say it because of you. I say it because of other people.
YERMA: Other people be damned!
JUAN: Don't curse. That's ugly in a woman.
YERMA: I wish I were a woman.
JUAN: Let's stop talking, You go home.
[Pause.]
YERMA: All right. Shall I expect you?
JUAN: No. I'll be busy all night with the irrigating. There's very
little water; it's mine till sun-up, and I've got to guard it from
thieves. You go to bed and sleep.
YERMA [dramatically]: I'll sleep.
[She leaves.]
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